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citizens, bear comparison with those of their creed-observing
neighbours. These decent-minded men and women, who profess
no creed, would appear to be the spiritual descendants of that young
Jotham who 'was twenty and five years old when he began to
reign . . . and he did that which was right in the sight of the
Lord . . . howbeit he entered not into the temple of the Lord/ x
They wish to do what they consider right in their business dealings,
and as parents they are increasingly aware of the moral responsi-
bilities involved in the handing on of life to the coming generations.
I cannot describe the relief with which, after many explorations,
renunciations, and disappointments, I became associated with this
sane and satisfying endeavour to establish new centres of spiritual
energy, and I have spent many entirely happy years in the obscure
yet enriching service of the Ethical movement. It takes its stand
upon the everlasting verities, for although c opinions alter, manners
change, creeds arise and fall; the moral law is written on the tablets
of eternity/
It was decided that I should spend the summer of 1900 in
Switzerland, in the hope that the mountain air might help to
restore my nervous strength, and perhaps relieve the prolonged
insomnia from which I had suffered. I accordingly went to Zinal
in the Val d'Anniviers, off the Rhdne Valley, and I made the
ascent on foot from Sierre. Rain fell while I was on my way, and
when I arrived at my destination I was wet to the skin and so
hopelessly tired that 'old Marie' at the hotel imposed her motherly
tyranny upon me, scolded me furiously, and, much to my embarrass-
ment, promptly undressed me and put me to bed. Peace to
her memory.
For several weeks I rested in the sun on the veranda of the
hotel, taking such exercise as my strength permitted. I benefited
greatly from my stay there, for the clean mountain air was like
champagne, and was worth a shilling a pint of anybody's money.
My advice to those who have not already experienced the healing
silence and the solemn beauty of the mountains, is to keep away
from Switzerland, unless they are ready to surrender themselves
for ever to its spell. Resist as you will, the mighty summits call
you back to them, and you cannot stay away. My own appetite
for the jewelled beauty of Switzerland has increased with the years,
and with a redoubled eagerness I still 'lift up mine eyes unto the
liills, whence cometh my strength.'
1 2 Chronicles xxvii 1-2.